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Switch Perspectives 


by Cacid 


Summary 


This work contains missing scenes and alternate perspectives on events in Switchblade, 
such as things that happened back at UA while the overworked narrator was busy 
elsewhere. 


This contains very heavy spoilers for Switchblade up to currently published content. If you 
do not want the main story mostly ruined by outside knowledge, wait to read this. The 
specific chapter spoiled will be noted at the start of each chapter. 


Content warnings will be provided in notes/endnotes where relevant so as to avoid showing 
spoilers to those who would not like to see them. 


Notes 


Mandatory Disclaimer: I do not own BNHA. Please do not repost this work. 


The first chapter includes spoilers of events in Chapter 73. The scene depicted actually 


occurred around Chapter 67/68. A few people seemed interested in what happened at UA at 
this time. Here is a little piece of it. There will be heavy discussions of violence, warfare, 
and major character death but nothing onscreen. 


Hope to No Avail 


Aizawa paced back and forth in Nedzu’s office, occasionally pausing to take a sip of tea, reading 
reports as he walked. Eraserhead had never been one for sitting still when he was upset, and these 
days he was upset all the time. The principal sighed, taking another sip of his own tea. It had gone 
cold. He couldn’t find it in himself to care, though. Cold tea fit his cold heart well. 


“Just keeps getting worse,” Aizawa muttered, “no matter what we do, and with Midoriya still 
missing... I just don’t know anymore Nedzu. We can’t keep doing this.” The hero visibly 
considered throwing the documents in his hand down on the floor, then sighed and set them 
carefully on the principal's overloaded desk, pushing some folders and maps aside to make room.. 


Oh how Nedzu would love to make his friend feel better. How he would love to impart some good 
news. How he longed to hide the miserable truth... but it would do no good. Refusing to speak a 
truth would not make it a falsehood. “Midoriya is dead, Aizawa.” 


“You don’t know that,” the teacher snarled. 


“Yes I do,” the principal replied, pulling the relevant documents out of his desk and holding them 
out for the teacher to inspect. “The officials taking over the from HPSC managers discovered the 
deception quickly and informed me of the fate of my student. Midoriya did not have a “nervous 
breakdown requiring immediate inpatient treatment” and then vanish from the psychiatric hospital. 
I never believed that, and neither did you.” Everyone had assumed the student had been sent to a 
black site somewhere. The HPSC had done it with False Flag, after all. “He was taken from the 
Gunga Mountain field by HPSC agents, illegally interrogated, and incarcerated in Angband.” 
Aizawa stared at the transfer forms, blinking again and again as if he couldn’t believe it. “You 
knew he was dead,” Nedzu said, eyes closed so he would not have to see his friend’s expression. 
“You knew every bit as much as I did. The uncertainty allowed us to cling to hope for a time, but 
that time is over.” 


“The PLF raided Angband but there were survivors.” 


“A handful of political prisoners from Angband did survive and escape across the lines to rejoin 
the Democratic forces. With one exception, however, all of them were from Cell Block 8, where 
the warden in command decided to violate policy and ordered guards to release prisoners when it 
became clear that the PLF advance could not be stopped. Although only three of the survivors 
rejoined us--and who can blame those who chose to flee the country of disappear into civilian roles 
after what was done to them--it is believed that all of the fourteen political prisoners held in Cell 
Block 8 survived. A short-range teleporter incarcerated by the HPSC in Cell Block 5 also managed 
to escape after tricking the PLF into removing his quirk cuffs prior to interrogating him about his 
loyalties. His testimony indicates that the PLF marched at least a hundred prisoners out into the 
dark and killed them upon determining that they were enemies of the cause. The PLF confirmed 
identities and loyalties with truth quirks, and even if that had not been the case... Midoriya was 
well known to their leadership.” 


“We don’t know--” 


“We will never know,” Nedzu interrupted, eyes still closed. “The chances of his body ever being 
recovered are negligible,” if it even existed given that Shigaraki had reportedly been a party to the 
mass executions, “but if he had survived, Aizawa... do you not think he would be back by now?” 


Eraserhead crossed his arms. “Maybe he was angry enough with the HPSC and with us, with me,” 


he winced guiltily, “to vanish, maybe just into the civilian population or maybe out of the country. 
He could do it.” 


“Aizawa. Sometimes you have to look at the facts and accept that the overwhelmingly more 
probable explanation is correct.” 


Eraserhead was the one to close his eyes now, even as Nedzu opened his. “I don’t want to, don’t 
you get it? I can’t... how can you take it so easily?” 


“Do you think I am unaffected?” Nedzu scoffed. “Just because I do not express my emotions in the 
same way as you, you assume I do not feel.” Whatever species Nedzu belonged to, it was not one 
of those which could cry. “Midoriya was my favorite. Of all of them, he was the one whose future 
prospects most excited me. I could not wait to see what he would become. The world is duller and 
colder for his absence. Regardless, neither my pain nor my fury can change facts. The same is true 
of your emotions. Denial helps nobody.” The principal sighed, smoothing his ears with his claws, 
then his whiskers as well. “I apologize,” he said, much calmer. “The war has been no kinder to me 
than to you.” And there was so much more to lose, so much more he would lose. The war would 
not end until both sides were rung out and raw, choked in misery and horror. That was always how 
these sorts of civil wars went. The fighting wouldn’t end until nobody had the mental or physical 
resources to continue. 


“T’m going to kill Shigaraki someday,” Aizawa promised. “And put his head on a pike.” 
“Aizawa... this is not a healthy reaction...” 

“Neither is this god damned war.” 

“IT know.” Nedzu took another sip of tea. 


Aizawa stared at the papers some more, trying to find a loophole with the same fervor as a dying 
man would search for a way to steal his soul back from the devil. “I’m going to have to tell my 
class,” he said hoarsely. “And his mother.” 


“Let me do it,” Nedzu shook his head. “They deserve to hear it from me, and you do not deserve 
the responsibility of reading such painful words to your students.” 


“Alright. Tomorrow?” 


“Today. The news will not improve with time,” in the much the same way as rancid meat. 


Tigers and House Cats 


Chapter Summary 


Monoma Neito jumps out the window and is presented with a box of tissues. 


Chapter Notes 


Mandatory disclaimer: I do not own BNHA. Please do not repost this work. 


This follows directly from chapter one of this story with spoilers up to chapter 73 of 
Switchblade. 


This is not quite what people were asking for last chapter (sorry) but it was the only 
thing I could get to work right now. 


WARNING: off screen character deaths. Lots of crying. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


People kept trying to comfort him in the dorms. Kendou had tried to talk to him first, then Shinsou 
for some reason, despite the fact that Neito had only talked to the brainwasher a few times before, 
then Bakugou had quietly taped a bag full of chocolate cookies to his door with a note that read, 
“eat me -Cookies” but was obviously written by the blonde on behalf of the confections, then 
Hound Dog had come by to ask if he needed some professional help... 


When it became clear nobody was going to leave him alone, Neito had climbed out the window 
and made his way to the bushes surrounding an ornamental fountain just outside the new 
residences on UA property... the new residences where he had finally convinced his parents to 
move only a week before the PLF killed them. If he had just convinced them to see sense one week 
earlier they would have been fine. 


Midoriya’s fate shouldn’t affect him as much as the fate of his blood family, but somehow when 
Nedzu stepped up in front of the assembled classes and told them what they’d all known already-- 
that their missing year mate was long dead and there wouldn’t even be a body--it hurt even more 
than when Kan took Neito aside and presented him with death certificates. 


He should just get over it. Plenty of people were much closer to Midoriya than Neito. Bakugou 
must be beyond devastated and yet still put himself together enough to make cookies. Come on. 
This was pathetic and why did Neito only bring one handkerchief with him? Now it was pathetic 
and disgusting. 


A box of tissues landed in front of him as if fallen from heaven. Neito stared at it, 
uncomprehending in his well of pitch-black misery. Mrs. Midoriya--easily recognizable by the 
verdant hair--took a seat on one of the concrete benches beside the dry, concrete basin. UA didn’t 
have water to waste on frivolous things like fountains anymore, but if Neito kept crying at this rate, 
maybe UA could run the fountain again after all. 


“Don’t mind me,” the woman said, voice wobbling with emotion, “and keep the box, I have 
plenty.” She had three boxes, in fact, being well prepared for a long crying session. 


“Thanks,” Neito mumbled. 


Every time he got himself back under control, enough to stop sobbing and start sniffling, some new 
thought crashed over him in a wave and he was a plaything of the dizzying misery again. Fossa had 
saved his life, had helped so many people, had survived so much, had taken a quirk that wasn’t his 
in stride, risen above every vicious circumstance life forced up on him and why, why couldn’t he 
have a, not happy ending, a decent ending? It wasn’t fair and somehow, somewhere, if Neito had 
been better, faster, stronger, something--it wouldn’t have mattered. There was nothing he could 
have done to save his friend. He could have saved his parents by just being a bit more forceful and 
persuasive, but no power of Neito’s could have saved Fossa. Whether he held any power in a 
situation or not, the result was the same. Abject failure. What was the point of even Jiving if he 
could never do anything right ? If he could never save anyone he cared about? 


It was no surprise, of course. Neito was a copy-cat. It was his quirk. It was his nature. It was his 
fate. He would never contribute anything but a pale imitation, would never be genuine, would 
never be enough. What was the point of even trying? 


“T’m sorry, Mrs. Midoriya,” he said abruptly. 


“Just call me Inko, dear,” she said, dabbing her eyes and adding a final tissue to her accumulated 
pyramid. 


“T... ?m Monoma,” he introduced himself awkwardly. “I’m sorry,” he repeated. 
“You and Izuku were friends?” she asked after a moment. 


“Y-yeah,” Neito said hesitantly. “We trained together. He saved my life during one of the riots 
before the war.” 


“T don’t think I heard about that,” she murmured, “no details anyway.” 


Really? That was... she had to know then, painful as it was to visit that memory. “We were on a riot 
control team together in a part of town that was supposed to be quiet but then it wasn’t. A girl 
stabbed me in the chest,” he tapped his ribs, “here. I’m not... I was pretty bad at hand to hand 
combat back then. I’m better now. Fossa stepped in and grabbed her wrist and ripped the knife out 
of her hand so she couldn’t pull it out and then knocked her down like it was nothing.” Inko stared 
at him with wide eyes, clearly unsure of what to think of the twisted tale of Neito’s almost death. 
“It was one of the most badass things I’ve ever seen.” 


The tiniest hint of a smile spread across Inko’s lips as she sniffed and reached for another tissue. 
“T’m glad you remember him. For a long time... we were all... well, he never had many friends 
until UA and I only had a few myself. I’m glad it didn’t,” her voice hitched, “end that way.” 


“He had lots of friends,” Neito choked on a sob-laugh. “And lots of conspiracy theories, too.” 
“What?” 

“Yeah, he once convinced Todoroki Shouto that he was a slime mold.” 
“Convinced--he--what?” 


“T don’t know,” laughing while crying was a very odd sensation. “I only know from the urban 


legend. I wasn’t there.” 


A few small birds chirped in one of the bushes, chasing each other from branch to branch. They 
knew nothing of the war. Lucky creatures. They knew death, of course. They knew disease and 
famine and falcons, but they did not know war. Thank god not all the creatures of the planet were 
as depraved as humankind. 


“Do you need me to call someone for you?” Inko asked eventually. 


“T came out here to avoid pushy classmates,” he muttered. Oh... he was sitting right by the building 
where most parents lived... she thought he’d come here to get himself under control before going to 
see his family. “And my parents were killed two days ago. And here I am, crying even harder than 
I did when Kan told me--I--” 


“A tiger needs a very large door to enter a house,” Inko said quietly, approaching and hesitantly 
looping an arm over his shoulder, “but a house cat may slip in through a much smaller gap.” 
Okay... “Grief is the same, I’ve found. The largest feelings are often trapped outside for a time... 
then perhaps the smaller ones enter first and clear the way for their siblings.” 


“Oh.” That made a remarkable amount of sense. It wasn’t only Midoriya Izuku Neito grieved now, 
was it? 


“Tt’s going to be dark soon,” Inko said, glancing at the ruby stains spreading across the sky as she 
collected her pile of tissues. “You should come inside. [Il make dinner.” 


“T?’m not sure--” 


“T want to hear about this slime mold legend,” she said gently. “I won’t bother you beyond that, 
though. Sometimes what we really need is a quiet place to cry, somewhere that doesn't have a 
curfew in effect. You can take the tunnels back to your own dorm when you’re ready to leave, 
whenever that may be.” 


She had a good point about the curfew. “Let me call my teacher... I should have told him before I 
jumped out the window.” UA was understandably uptight about keeping track of all students at all 
times. His mention of window-jumping earned him an incredulous head tilt from Inko. 


They were a fitting pair. The child who had just lost his parents and the parent who had just lost 
her child. She had it worse, though. Children usually outlived their parents. It was terrible but 
expected. How much worse must it be for parents to outlive their children? 


Chapter End Notes 


I tried writing out the actual Nedzu announcement but it ended up being lackluster and 
useless. Sometimes I am just unable to write the things I plan to write. 


Diamonds in the Dark 


Chapter Summary 


The aftermath of chapter 72 on the other side of the lines... 


Chapter Notes 


Mandatory Disclaimer: I do not own BNHA. Please do not repost this work. 
This contains spoilers up to chapter 73 of Switchblade. 


WARNING: character deaths, canon typical violence. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“What do you mean civil war?” Gang Orca strode past with the somehow-not-dead Best Jeanist 
attempting, ineffectually, to squirm out of his arms like some kind of freshly caught wild eel. 


“Ts it not obvious?” Shouta asked, exhaustion the likes of which even he had never before 
experienced turning the words into an insect drone. 


The... well, he would be the current number one pro hero if hero ranks were still a thing, turned his 
mud and blood-caked face to yell, “no! No it is not obvious. Everything was fine when I left it, 
mostly at least! What the hell happened?” He sounded about as hysterical as Shouta would after 
this insane day... if only he had the energy. 


“Part of it was you, actually,” Shouta replied even as Gang Orca made good time towards UA’s on- 
site hospital. 


“How can this be my fault? I was dead. Was it because of Hawks' betrayal? What happened to 
him?” 


In a better world, Shouta might have let the conversation trail off into the distance, but on this 
occasion he felt it necessary to answer. “One of my students shot Hawks to death, shortly before 
the HPSC arrested said student and shipped him to a black site where he was later executed by a 
PLF death squad, something for which I will have bloody revenge, mark my words.” 


Best Jeanist stared over Gang Orca’s shoulder, the larger hero huffing at his passenger, demanding 
he cease the escape attempts. ““What even is this? I have never heard of the PLF. What does that 
even stand for? I cannot have been gone longer than a few months. How could this happen so 
quickly? I don’t understand\” 


“Me neither,” Aizawa sighed as the two heroes passed out of conversation distance. 


In the darkness, even darkness illuminated by searchlights and fires, it was hard to really take in the 
devastation. This was home. UA was home. The city surrounding UA was home and now... It was 
like someone reaching through time and space to stab him in the heart without breaking the skin. 


How could he ever feel... forget safe or secure, ever feel vaguely at ease here again? And his poor 
kids. This had to be so much worse for them. How were they ever going to grow up to live normal 
lives after this? If they even got the chance to grow up... 


He hadn’t heard from everyone, teachers or students, and the streets were literally running with 
blood. What was he supposed to do? Conventional wisdom was to buy real estate, but, as it turned 
out, that really wasn’t very practical advice for handling a soul-crushing civil war especially when 
it was accompanied by a banking crisis that made any kind of large purchase more or less 
impossible. 


Having nothing more than a large collection of of cuts, bruises, and maybe a broken wrist which 
could be easily ignored, Shouta made his way to Nedzu’s war room rather than the hospital’s triage 
tents. Eraserhead could still fight, still work search and rescue... the night wasn’t over for him. 


Hizashi opened the door to welcome him in when Shouta finally reached Nedzu’s inner sanctum 
and passed the biometric security. “Hey,” the blonde gave him a wan smile. Shouta's oldest friend 
looked like a golden retriever that had been sent through a car wash then left to dry in a junk yard. 


“Hey,” Shouta sighed. “How--” 


“There are scattered pockets of fighting in the city, but much of that seems to be opportunistic 
looting rather than attacks by remaining PLF forces,” Nedzu told them from behind endless stacks 
of paper, his paws flying over a custom made keyboard. All Might, thin as a twig and every bit as 
wan as the rest of them, stood behind the mammal, a comforting hand on the principal’s bare 
shoulder. “We are certain at this point that the PLF’s mass teleportation device has been destroyed. 
I’m coordinating with other commanders to make sure we are not caught unawares if another 
attack is carried out using this one as a distraction.” Nedzu continued to type furiously. “Kayama is 
dead.” 


“T know,” Shouta sighed. “I think everybody does.” Stain... another name to wipe off the face of 
the planet. 


Nedzu was good at compartmentalizing, putting up the strong front everyone needed to see, but 
Shouta had caught All Might hugging the mammal like a teddy bear while the principal attempted 
to burrow into the former number one hero’s shoulder a few days ago. No doubt a similar scene 
would play out again once the cleanup from the Battle of UA concluded. “Unfortunately, Kayama 
is not our only loss tonight,” the principal did not look up as he spoke, although his voice wavered. 


There were only a handful of people in the room, so few to rule out-- 


“Inui is dead as well.” Hound Dog and Uraraka had been together. No, please not another one of 
his kids, he couldn’t take it--“With the exception of Uraraka Ochaco, everyone accompanying him 
has been killed. A significant number of students are missing. They are dwarfed, of course, by the 
number of total persons missing. If anyone knows what may have become of Monoma or Suneater, 
I would greatly appreciate the information and if any of you have the energy tonight, there are a 
myriad of tasks to attend to.” 


“We all need to sleep, Nedzu,” All Might said to the mammal, “including you.” 


“T slept yesterday,” Nedzu flicked his ears derisively. “If my performance begins to suffer due to 
fatigue, I will rest. In the meantime, there is much to do.” 


“Uraraka,” Aizawa choked out, “she’s...?” Alive? Expected to stay that way? How selfish was it 
that all he could feel was relief at his student’s survival when so many others had died? When so 


many others were missing? 
Nedzu nodded. “She has a concussion and many minor injuries, nothing more.” 
“T... Can I talk to her before I head back out there?” He had to see for himself to really believe it. 


“Of course,” Nedzu nodded. “Come back here when you are ready to join a search team...” Nedzu 
glanced up and took in Shouta’s appearance, “on second thought, do not return. You look worse 
than Yamada. Both of you should get some sleep.” 


“Hey,” Hizashi tried to grouse but he didn’t quite have the energy for it. 


“She’s in room 3-89A,” Nedzu relayed after searching the database. “If you see him, inform Gang 
Orca that I would like to speak to his extremely unexpected companion at the first possible 
opportunity. We need to find out what happened there.” 


Uraraka had been dozing but jolted awake as Shouta entered 3-89A. The room had three beds, and 
they would soon all be occupied, but for the moment Uraraka was alone. Alone. And alive. 
Bandaged, exhausted, alive. He finally allowed himself to sigh in relief. “Mr. Aizawa,” Uraraka 
said groggily. “I need to... [mean something really weird happened...” 


“We can talk about it in the morning,” Shouta told her, kneeling by her bedside. “For now you need 
to rest.” 


“No,” she shook her head, wincing as she jostled it. “No... the... here.” She shoved something into 
his hands. A glass orb with... a tiny plant in it? 


“What is this?” Aizawa raised an eyebrow. 


“There was... they were going to shoot me,” she shivered, “but one of the PLF soldiers convinced 
them that they shouldn’t... don’t know how, and then he tied me up or... something...” she rubbed a 
wrist self-consciously, “but he slipped this into my fingers and he said to tell you about him. It 
was... why would he do that?” 


That was more than a little bizarre. “Did this soldier say anything else? Just... gave you a piece of 
glass?” 


“T think he winked?” she mumbled. “Mihara... that was his name. I thought, I can’t believe I 
thought it, but I thought he was Midoriya for a moment.” Shouta barely managed to keep himself 
from wincing at the stab of pain through his chest. Long as he might live, no matter how many 
times someone told him it wasn’t his fault, he would never forgive himself for Midoriya’s fate. 
“Their voices... sounded real similar and Mihara had green hair too, but long, in braids I think? 
That’s all I remember but it was like... I guess I was wondering if he might have been a spy or 
something? I don’t know what that thing is but I’m sure he winked when he gave it to me.” 


Shouta shook away the distraction. “Yeah, okay, that does sound suspicious. I'll look into it. 
You’re alright?” 


“Yeah, ’m okay. The others...? Hound Dog?” 


Shouta winced. There was no point in hiding the truth from her. He could lie, tell her they were 
fine to give her one decent night of sleep, but she’d be furious with him afterwards and rightly so. 


He could say nothing, but she would fill in the empty spaces with the worst. “You were the only 
one who made it, Uraraka.” 


She took a deep breath, sighed, and closed her eyes. “I already knew, really. Can you... if you see 
Tsu, or Yaoyorozu or... I just want someone to talk to,” she whispered hoarsely. “And the school 

counselor isn’t exactly an option anymore now is he?” she sniffled on budding tears. “I’m sorry. I 
shouldn’t have said that.” 


“Tt’s alright,” Shouta gave her hand a quick squeeze, for what little it was worth. “If I see either of 
them Ill send them your way.” 


“Thanks. I’m sorry.” 


“Tt’s alright,” he didn’t know what she was apologizing for and it didn’t matter. “I should talk to 
Nedzu about this. Try to rest.” 


“Sure,” she lied. 


“T thought I told you to go to sleep, Aizawa?” Nedzu sighed as Eraserhead stepped back into the 
war room. All Might was still there, but all the other players had left. Nighteye and False Flag in 
her most common form, that of a scarred woman with a long braid, crowded around Nedzu’s 
screen. 


“Something unusual happened with Uraraka. She may have run into a double agent,” he explained. 
“Oh?” Nedzu cocked his head. 


“One of the soldiers saved her from being shot and then handed her this, whatever it is,” Shouta 
pulled the small orb out of his pocket. “The scanners and one of the techs in the hospital told me it 
wasn’t toxic or explosive... The soldier who gave it to her said his name was Mihara and--” 


“No way,” False Flag hissed through her teeth. “No,” she shook her head, “no way.” 


Nedzu’s eyes had fixed on the glass orb as if guided by laser sights. “No... the odds,” the principal 
whispered, “how could this have... well of course he would...” 


“What’s going on?” Shouta demanded. He must be more tired than he thought, snapping like this. 


“Mihara Izuho. That’s Midoriya Izuku’s alias,” Nighteye broke in abruptly. Oh my god it was, 
wasn't it? “But it can’t--” 


“Oh it can,” Nedzu’s flat ears and whiskers perked up with excitement, “break the glass, 
Eraserhead.” 


“Sure? Why?” 
“Just do it,” False Flag waved her hand. 


Fine. A burst of white light and a dead plant lay on the desk, right next to the latest PLF codebook. 
Oh... oh. If he’d been a bit less tired, he would have figured it out instantly. This was Midoriya’s 
inherited quirk in action. How could... any of this be? “Oh that brilliant little bastard!” False Flag 
cackled, leaping into the air like a baby deer. “Wooh!” 


“So,” Nedzu said, staring at the book with a broad grin breaking across his face, “Midoriya Izuku 
survived after all. We were just looking for him on the wrong side of the lines. I have never been 
so happy to be wrong.” 


“No,” Shouta spluttered, “yes, I mean, how?” 
“Who cares?” False Flag crowed. “We’ve got a name. I'll find him now. I can just ask him!” 
“T suppose something did go right today,” All Might added quietly. 


“T can’t believe it, not after... he’s a double agent? On his own?” Shouta spluttered. That was the 
only logical explanation, wasn't it? That Midoriya had slipped into the PLF ranks when the 
Angband raid took place, waiting for an opportunity to exploit his position to pass them 
information. 


“So it seems,” Nedzu grinned. “We shall have to fix that.” 


A kind of hope and elation he had never before felt dawned on him. The darkest day of the war, 
and a here a diamond shining at its heart... What was this feeling? Hope? No, it was far too strong 
for that. There might not be a word in any language to describe the transcendent power of 
experiencing a miracle, especially a miracle when nobody considered one possible. 


Chapter End Notes 


This was really hard for me to do for some reason. It just didn't want to turn out the 
way I wanted it to, but I think it's still worth sharing. Aizawa knew, in theory, what 
Midoriya's inherited quirk was but had never seen it in action and had only heard his 
alias once or twice, so given how tired he was the pieces didn't all fall into place 
whereas the others in the room are very familiar with that alias and quirk. 


Second Chances 


Chapter Summary 


Bakugou Katsuki reflects on the meaning of past and future. 


Chapter Notes 


Mandatory Disclaimer: I do not own BNHA. Please do not repost this work. 
WARNING: aftermath of violence. See end notes for additional warnings. 


Minor spoilers up to chapter 73 of "Switchblade." Major spoilers up to chapter 65 of 
"Switchblade." 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Ugh,” Katsuki rubbed his forehead then tried to shake away the ache--bad idea. “Argh,” he hissed 
at the blinding flash of pain that sent nausea twisting through his gut. “What the hell happened?” 


“You had a fight with a tree and lost,” the hag said dryly, then reached forward to give him an 
incredibly awkward hug, mostly aborted due to his place in a... hospital bed? There we no 
windows on the door or the wall... a secure room at a hero hospital. How the hell did he end up 
here? Had he been in a training accident--no. They’d been on a real mission... 


“What...? We were at Gunga Mountain, right...” And Tokoyami had gone off script, saying 
something about “saving Hawks” before taking off for the middle of nowhere in the forest. 


Katsuki chased him... what after that? There was a fight with... Hawks was there, yeah, and Dabi, 
and Tokoyami and Dark Shadow and even /zuku for some reason... Why had Izuku been there? 


He... Katsuki lost? He did, didn’t he, otherwise he wouldn't be here--wait. Izuku, and yeah, 
Tokoyami, too, “what happened to them?” Katsuki demanded, nearly ripping the hospital sheets 
away as he struggled to get to his feet. 


“Sit down!” his mother roared. It wasn’t the usual tone she used when they fought, no, he hadn’t 
heard her talk like this since... he couldn’t even remember. Maybe the time he broke his arm when 
he was six. “You had a skull fracture. You are not allowed out of that bed for a week minimum. 
And you are not going to give the doctors the slightest bit of grief, am I perfectly clear?” 


“Skull fracture...” What the hell happened? 
“T told you, you lost a fight with a tree.” 


“Izuku?” he repeated, no longer trying to stand--and that was probably a good thing given the 
incessant pound of a jackhammer against his skull. 


The hag exhaled slowly. “You just focus on you for now.” 


“You can’t say something like that hag! That’s like what you’d say if he were dead.” That look on 
her face--““No. No, no, no, no, no--” 


A knock on the door. “Come in!” his mother yelled. 


Aizawa stepped in slowly. “I’m glad to see you’re awake,” he began. God, the man looked terrible, 
like he’d been hit by a car or two. 


“Tzuku--” he began desperately, undeterred because the hag just couldn’t say things like that and 
expect him to calm down again! 


“Disappeared,” Aizawa said dully. 

“W-what? How?” 

“HPSC bullshit,” the teacher deflated as he sank into one of the bedside chairs. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It means we don’t know, Bakugou,” Aizawa snapped, nearly snarling. 

That was... it was like his mom’s weird tone but worse. “Mr. Aizawa... w-what happened?” 


Aizawa sighed, leaned forward, and rubbed his face in his hands slowly. “Look. I know... you 
didn’t intend for any of this to happen.” 


His head wasn’t so bad when he wasn’t moving, but suddenly the nausea was nearly intolerable. 
The expression on the hag’s face was making it all worse. Never mind. He didn’t want to know. If 
he didn’t know, that meant it wasn’t real, right? As long as he didn’t know about it, it might as well 
have never happened. “Nobody knows where Midoriya Izuku is, or at least nobody willing to talk 
about it knows. It’s been a week now which... well, it’s not a good sign.” He paused again, taking a 
deep breath. “With the exceptions of you and hopefully Midoriya, everybody who fought in that 
clearing on Gunga Mountain died on the scene.” 


Wait. “What? But...” 


“Tt’s not clear exactly what happened. We can’t exactly ask Midoriya for details. You may know 
more than us.” 


“But... Tokoyami...” he hadn’t meant for--no, god no. That wasn’t--so he was mad at Tokoyami for 
siding with a murderous traitor and the idiot needed to get his head out of his ass and start living in 
the real world but--but-- 


“Tokoyami and Dark Shadow were killed by Dabi, we think, and Hawks was mortally injured 
trying to protect his former student, for what it’s worth. Midoriya shot Dabi afterwards, and 
finished off Hawks, too, for some reason. Not sure exactly what happened there... As for Midoriya, 
the HPSC claimed he had a breakdown afterwards and was shipped to a mental hospital. We know 
that’s not true, but we don’t know what they actually did with him. We will find out,” Aizawa 
promised, “but the country has been rapidly dissolving into a full civil war over the last few days, 
and we’ve had... not as much time as we want to for things like this.” 


“No,” Katsuki repeated dumbly. A civil war? Tokoyami dead? Izuku missing? That was like a 
nightmare and nightmares weren’t real so how could this be real? “That can’t be... that doesn’t 
make any sense.” 


“Believe me I know.” 
“No...” Couldn’t he think of something else to say? 


“T know you didn’t mean for this to happen,” Aizawa sighed. “I don’t know what you were 
thinking when you chased Tokoyami. I don’t care. The story that’s been told is you believed he’d 
gone after Hawks and Dabi,” Katsuki nodded dumbly, “and you were afraid that Hawks and Dabi 
would kill him, and you had to do something because there was nobody else available. That’s all 
you say when you’re asked, understand?” Katsuki didn’t understand. He didn’t understand 
anything. “Do you understand me, Bakugou?” The blonde nodded numbly, jerked into motion by 
his teacher’s steely tone. 


“T... They’re dead?” He couldn’t believe that. It just... he was... 
“Yes. It’s not your fault,” Aizawa began carefully, “not really.” 


Not really? What was that supposed to mean? But... “You...” He didn’t know what he wanted to 
say. 


“Look. Most people would sugarcoat this for you, but we don’t have that luxury right now. We’re 
in the middle of a war. There’s no room for lying to try to spare feelings or... We don’t know what 
would have happened if you hadn’t showed up to fight when you did. We’ ve no idea. But you were 
there and, as the only available survivor... Look, legally you’re in the clear because we’ ve spun it 
so you had an immediate, life-threatening situation that you had to respond to with your best 
judgement and it wasn’t as if you made an objectively bad call. 


“You’re going to get a slap on the wrist, probably, for disobeying orders in a combat situation, 
nothing more, but that doesn’t matter. People are going to blame you for this.” Of course they 
were. Katsuki would blame Katsuki for this. “Most of that blame isn’t going to be deserved,” it 
wasn’t? “But some of it probably will be.” No sugar on this coat at all, huh? God that hurt. He was 
thinking it but to hear somebody else say it cut like a white-hot razor. “I can’t even begin to try to 
help you deal with that, much as I’d like to, because I need to be five other places at once right 
now. Ojiro and Shouji have both been asking about you. They’ ll be in to see you as soon as they 
can... Talk to them, please. Don’t push people away.” 


“T’m sorry,” Katsuki blurted as it finally began sink in that this was real, that this was the outcome, 
that nothing could change it. The permanence of past events was so shocking sometimes. The 
nausea and the dread and the... helpless regret settled like a weight in his chest and stomach. It was 
over. It was done. He’d made his decisions, his bad decisions, his mistakes, his horrible mistakes 
and now there was nothing he could do to change them. 


It felt like that week when he believed Izuku had killed himself at Katsuki’s goading except a 
hundred times worse because it all happened so fast, the horror dawning in the course of minutes 
rather than the course of days. He knew this mental pain well, the kind so intense and 
overwhelming that it moved effortlessly from the realm of intangible thoughts to the realm of the 
physical feelings. He wasn’t sure if his headache was actually getting worse or if he just thought it 
should be getting worse. 


“T’m sorry,” Katsuki said again as Aizawa sighed. 
“T know,” his teacher replied. “Me, too. But I really can’t stay.” 


Aizawa left after a few words with his mother. He didn’t hear any of them. 


It hadn’t even occurred to him that this could happen. It just... hadn’t occurred to him that he 
could--well, it had occurred to him that he could lose when he went chasing after Tokoyami and 
Dark Shadow. The idea that he could die in a fight with someone like Hawks or Dabi was not 
foreign to him but this? He’d... he got Tokoyami and Dark Shadow killed and, sure, he’d been mad 
at them but not like, not like that . Not like... Even Hawks and Dabi. He’d wanted to beat the crap 
out of Hawks but not kill him, not really much as he might have said he wanted to kill him he 
didn’t--he wasn’t like that! He wanted the both of those bastards bruised and bandaged and chained 
to beds in a prison hospital but he... he wouldn’t have really killed them, would he? He wouldn’t 
have struck a coup de grace if offered the opportunity, would he? Had he been that twisted, that 
angry? 


And Izuku, sweet little Izuku, who had turned so dark and vengeful in the last year as the curse 
Katsuki’s carelessness had placed upon his green-haired friend wreaked havoc on Izuku’s life, had 
been forced to kill two people and witness the deaths of two others because Katsuki had been so 
careless again, so useless again, so--how could he? How could he have done this? This was his 
second chance for god’s sake! He’d already ruined Izuku’s life once with this kind of bullshit! 


He covered his eyes with his hands as if that could block out the horror of the past. Hear no evil. 
See no evil... 


“Katsuki?” the hag asked, quiet now. 
“No,” he said pathetically, almost pleading. 
She talked to him. He ignored her. How could anyone expect him to focus on words right now? 


Tokoyami strumming a guitar, Dark Shadow coiled triumphantly about his shoulders, rose 
unbidden in his mind and stayed firmly in place, a vague watermark superimposed over every other 
thought. “What have I done? I did it again, just like with Izuku before I--why didn’t I fucking 
think? I don’t--I don’t--” There were no do-overs in life, except in the sense that this had been his 
second chance. When he’d been a middle school bully he’d done the stupid, impulsive things that 
had sent Izuku’s life careening of course and nearly careening into an early grave and now he’d 
done all the same kinds of things again and Izuku had been sent who knows where again and this 
time people really were dead! A second chance and he did even worse this time. 


“T don’t know what to do,” he whimpered. 


“Tt will get better,” his mother said quietly, hollowly, stroking her fingers through his hair 
tentatively. 


Usually he’d explode even a family member for petting him like this. As it was, any distraction 
from what was going on in his mind was welcome. “It will get better?” 


“Tt will. With time.” 


Something like half the class blamed him for Tokoyami’s death. Aizawa was very clear that, 


regardless of how people might feel, bringing that up was completely off limits. That didn’t stop 
the looks, though, nor should it, because the glares he got from his classmates were deserved. This 
was his fault. He knew more about what had happened in that clearing than Aizawa. Katsuki 
recalled well enough now what he’d seen when he arrived... He’d interrupted a cease-fire when he 
charged in explosions-blazing. If he’d just stayed put everything would have been fine. Hawks 
would have gotten away, sure, and Hawks was a bastard but so what? What was Hawks escaping in 
comparison to Tokoyami getting killed? 


It was all his fault. 


Asui Tsuyu very obviously and very rightly held Katsuki responsible for everything. She was 
furious with him, although she never said so outright, following Aizawa’s order to the letter. 
Kaminari was angry with him, too, same with Icy Hot although the latter was much more subtle 
and much more preoccupied with his own problems and regrets. It was hard to say what Yaoyorozu 
thought. She seemed to resent and pity him in equal measure. Nobody else was nearly so hostile. 


Katsuki rejoined his classmates on battlefields within three weeks. 


He did exactly what Yaoyorozu said exactly when Yaoyorozu said it. She was his squad leader and 
he trusted her. She never questioned his obedience to the letter of her law, not after their first day 
on the field together when she constantly gave him appraising looks, measuring him up. 


“You learned something, huh?” she asked him as they trudged back to UA that evening. 


He gave her a halfhearted glare. There was no need to ask for clarification. They both knew exactly 
what they were talking about. “Yeah. I learned my own decisions are worth shit.” 


She considered this. “I appreciate you being careful and trusting my judgment, but this is not a 
long-term solution. I’m sure you know that. You’re going to have to learn to make your own 
decisions, good ones, rather than just depending on your superior to make them all for you. We 
know what kind of superiors the HPSC were, don’t we?” That was a point, but it used an extreme 
example. 


“Tt’s not a long-term solution,” he replied dryly. “It’s a very short term solution! And it’s the only 
one I’ve got.” 


She sighed. “You’re not the only one who screws up sometimes. I made a bad call today. You can’t 
just follow blindly.” 


“Yeah. You made a bad call. So what? You made up for it. I didn’t. If I see you doing something 
stupid, P’Il let you know, promise, but if you tell me to do something stupid anyway after I tell you 
it’s stupid, I’m gonna do it. That's how I'm running my life now.” 


She considered this for a time. “I'll take it I guess.” 


Night after night he stared at the ceiling and thought about sleek black feathers and the shining 
eyes of a companion quirk the likes of which had never been seen before and would never be seen 
again. Night after night he stared at the ceiling and thought about Dark Shadow making terrible 
puns, playing truth or dare and being so pleased when Izuku suggested he should start the round... 


Katsuki never knew Tokoyami and his familiar that well, really, and now he’d never have the 
chance. He had missed it. He had missed out on something extraordinary and now he only had a 
handful of memories left to htm supplemented by the second hand collection of stories told at 
Tokoyamzi’s funeral. His classmate and the familiar had so many hidden depths he’d had no 
concept of. They used to have a pet ferret named Nibbles for heaven’s sake! And he’d never 
known. 


And he never would. 


Katsuki wasn’t really surprised when Nedzu finally announced the circumstances of Izuku’s death. 


Somewhere under the hood, Katsuki had always known he’d killed three classmates that day on 
Gunga Mountain. Here he stood, the sole survivor, the fool, the rash and culpable one. 


Strangely, nobody blamed him for this part. Asui was still furious with him, boiling furious, for 
Tokoyami and Dark Shadow but in Izuku’s death Katsuki was held harmless. This was the HPSC’s 
fault, pure and simple, as far as anyone except Katsuki was concerned. 


He spent the small hours of the night after Izuku’s death announcement laying on the floor with a 
cookie in one hand. He couldn’t quite bring himself to eat the thing. 


Izuku had always been there, like a piece of furniture or a part of the skyline or an integral part of 
his Katsuki's own personality. Izuku was the stable one, the sane one. And now he was only a 
concept held in memories. All that time spent with Izuku, that was over. A thing only for the past. 
What did it matter now? It could never happen again and it was only the future that mattered, 
right? The past was unchangeable. Couldn’t be recaptured. Couldn’t be reexperienced. It was 
irrelevant. So did it matter at all? All those years together? All the time their lives intertwined? All 


the things he’d learned from Izuku, all the things they’d achieved side by side? 
Did none of it matter? 


It had to matter. It hurt too much to think that their shared past just... became irrelevant with his 
best friend’s death. Most people who had ever lived were dead, right? And they were still plenty 
relevant. The world wouldn’t be here like it was without them so clearly they mattered. So clearly 
Izuku mattered, too, to Katsuki at least. To Inko and Shouji and Ojiro and Monoma. To everybody 
who built their futures on a past shared with their emerald-haired classmate. 


He spent dozens of nights like that, thinking about Izuku, wondering what Izuku would say if he 
were still around. It hurt to think about him, terribly sometimes, but the idea of forcibly turning 
away from his best and dearest friend, of abandoning the only pieces of Izuku that still existed-- 
memories--hurt much more. 


Night after night he stared at the ceiling thinking about green curls and greener eyes, about the 
sparkling intelligence and endearing mumbling, about childhood games and about... all the things 
he’d wanted to take back, the things from middle school. 


Aizawa had told them about a classmate from high school who had died on a mission while they 
were still students. Apparently the teacher was still thinking about Loud Cloud after all these years, 
still missing him... probably staring at the ceiling at night and thinking about the good times he’d 
like to reclaim, about the bad times he’d like to erase, about what his friend would be up to now. 


That was going to be Katsuki, too, in a few decades. 


He could practically hear them now. “He died twenty years ago. Aren’t you over it yet?” “Come 
on. You’ve got to move on. I know you and Midoriya were really good friends but he wouldn’t want 
you to drag your feet like this for decades. It has zero impact on your current life.” “You hardly 
even knew Tokoyami. You weren’t friends. You've got to get over it now. It's been years.” “Dark 
Shadow wasn’t even a person, really. How can this still affect you so much?” 


No. He’d never be over it. And he shouldn’t be. 


Because it was his fault and if he ever let himself forget that, ever stopped thinking about it, then 
he’d probably do it again, the same stupid thing, and then somebody else would get killed and he’d 
have another person to think about at night, staring at the ceiling and raking himself across the 
coals with every memory visited. 
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I've spent a lot of time in the last few weeks thinking along these same lines, so 
perhaps there is a bit of projection in this chapter. Somebody very important in my 
community--who I didn't know very well but always kind of wanted to--died in a very 
sudden and tragic accident about two weeks ago. The things you hear at a funeral 
service for someone who was a constant of your community but whose private life you 
knew nothing about can really make you think about what else you may be missing, 
about what opportunities are passing you by without even a hint that they will never 
come again. 
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“What in the world is this?” Izuku stared in consternation at the hefty, brown envelope sticking out 
of his mailbox. “‘Special courier... to Midoriya Izuku? Not my parents?’” 


“No idea ‘Zuku,” Kacchan leaned over his shoulder. “Grab it and bring it along. We can open it at 
my place, come on.” 


The two of them weren’t as close friends as they had been in their first year at Aldera Junior High 
but they still worked on homework together and orbited the same circles of friends, so after school 
meetups were not unusual. 


Izuku set the package on the living room table before joining Kacchan in stalking down some 
snacks. “That was a weird history class today, huh? Guess it’s a good day to talk about it, the 
anniversary of Utapa.” 


“Yeah. Weird to think it’s been so long... It’s hard to imagine people killing each other over 
quirks...” 


“People are and always have been idiots,” the blonde shrugged. “Doesn’t change. It’s just the 
current thing they’re being stupid about that they switch up.” 


“You might be right,” Izuku hummed as he sat down on the couch and regarded the forgotten 
envelope before ripping it open. “This weird thing... Huh. It’s just a letter and a bunch of notes 
and... a snow globe?” 


“Let me see that letter. Oh, wow. That’s weird.” 


“What?” 
“The handwriting on that letter looks a lot like yours, doesn’t it?” 


“Tt’s not like my handwriting is super distinctive.” 


“Tt kind of is, though. I know you probably don’t see it ‘cause you’re you, but you write kind of 
fancy, all those little waves like you’re really excited to be writing and keep stabbing the paper 
psychotically.” 


“Hey!” 

“Tt’s a valid description,” Katsuki folded his arms, daring Izuku to challenge him. 
“Whatever.” 

“Come on, what’s it say?” 


“Hello, Midoriya Izuku. If you aren’t Midoriya Izuku, I’d ask you not to read this note. It’s not 
meant for you. It should not even have been delivered; I was very clear with my instructions for the 
service, but I suppose it has been a long time. I should be grateful that it has been delivered at all. 
The company could have gone out of business for all I know. I recall that it still existed when I was 
your age,’ wait, what? ‘but that’s no guarantee of how things.... will go... in this... timeline’? 
Again, what?” 


“The hell is this?” 
“T don’t...” 
“Just keep reading.” 


“Tt will be hard for me to prove my claims. There are things that I know about me that I’ ve never 
told anyone else, but the world is so different as a result of my actions that I can’t be sure they will 
be true for you. P’Il get to the point. You are Midoriya Izuku and so am I, although that was not the 
name by which the world knew me. The world knew me as Fossa, General... of the MLA.’” 
Izuku’s jaw dropped. “This has to be a weird prank, right?” 


Katsuki’s eyebrows had migrated nearly to his hairline. “Probably, but I mean... look at that first 
picture. That is Fossa, isn’t it? With Destro, and Arch?” Fossa was draping his arms over the other 
generals’ shoulders and pulling them close so they could all fit in the picture. Behind them a huge 
mountain, maybe the Matterhorn, loomed in the mist. “I mean, it could be fake but this really looks 
like a vintage photo, and here are the negatives.” 


“So... if I take this seriously... Fossa from the MLA sent me a letter... to tell me that he is me?” 


“Maybe you should keep reading.” 


““T’m not literally you, in the sense that you’re not going to become me. I’m from a different 
timeline. In the timeline that I came from, the MLA lost the war.’ Then how--” 


“Just keep reading, “‘Zuku,” Katsuki smacked him lightly. 


““T hope your Japan is better than the Japan where I grew up. I was born quirkless,’” yeah, that 
tracked at least, “and discrimination against quirkless people was widespread and vicious. For most 
of my life I was friendless.’” 


“What the hell! Hey, I didn’t--where was I then? I don’t give a fuck about quirks or not. I mean 
nobody does... not in this world anyway.” 


“Nobody wanted to be associated with me. Strong quirks were idolized, so-called creepy quirks 
were demonized, and society was stratified into heroes and villains. Despite the underlying quirk 
supremacism that festered and boiled and eventually spawned a horrific civil war, it was illegal to 
show quirks in public, illegal to be yourself.’” 


“Other Izuku’s Japan sucked big time,” Katsuki muttered. 
“You don’t seriously believe this is real, do you?” 


Katsuki waved his hand noncommittally. “Take a look at this shipping certificate. Look at the post 
date, how long this has been in storage waiting to be delivered.” 


“That could be faked, too.” 


“Tt’s gonna’ be trivial to confirm that this is as old as it says it is,” Katsuki shook his head. “And 
look at Fossa’s hair, and his eyes. I joked in class that he kinda’ looked like you.” 


“His face is totally different!” 


Katsuki shrugged. ““There’s a shop down the road that’ Il do a permanent nose job in ten minutes for 
fifty bucks.” 


“He’s claiming to be me from an alternate universe! And, yeah, I suppose I can think of a few 
stranger things that have happened because of weird quirk interactions and I suppose...” Fossa had 
appeared out of nowhere in the middle of the MLA War, no name, no history, no explanation, and 
the tide of the war had begun to turn sharply in the MLA’s favor shortly thereafter. 


“Whatever. Keep reading, will ya’? If it’s a prank it’s a good one and we ought to read the whole 
thing and appreciate the hard work, right?” 


“T... guess...” 


““T wanted to be a hero--special, quirk-using law enforcement--even though I was quirkless. I got 
caught up in a grudge match between one of the few surviving MLA generals in my world and their 
enemy All For One, who had survived the war in my timeline and gone on to rule the criminal 
underground of Japan decade after decade. I became something of a neo-MLA fanatic. By an 
accident of fate I found myself spying on Dr. Garaki Kyudai’s insane attempt to create a time 
machine, and when he tried to use it I turned it against him, pulling Destro out of the MLA War to 
destroy the doctor’s work. When given the opportunity to run for my life and likely be caught and 
killed for my treachery or return home with Destro, I decided to seek my future in the past. 


“Tt was a difficult decision. Sometimes in the middle of the night I can’t help but stare at the 
ceiling and think about them, the people I left behind. I abandoned my Kacchan. I don’t know for 


sure that he survived the civil war in my universe, and if he did he certainly never forgave me for 
leaving him alone. I will die long before my mother is born. She’ll never even know what became 
of me.’” 


Izuku coughed, trying to clear his throat. The sorrow leapt straight from the yellowed paper to his 
brain. 


“Tt’s alright, ‘Zuku,” Kacchan patted him on the head. 
“He said Kacchan.” 
“Yeah, either the prankster knows you hella’ well or this is the real deal.” 


“There is an unending well of regret in me for the life I could have had, for the path I shunned, but 
I’m very proud of what I accomplished along the path I did not shun. We won the war, as you well 
know. We’ ve worked tirelessly to make sure that we really won, that it wasn’t just the other side 
losing. We tore the old institutions down not for the sake of destroying them but because we had 
new things, better things I hope, things we really, truly believed in that we desperately wanted to 
put in place of the old rot. We didn’t want to watch the world burn. We wanted to watch the new 
life grow after the fire cleared out the deadwood.’” 


“T wonder how long other you spent writing this. It’s like reading a poem,” Katsuki huffed. 
“T would have spent years trying to decide what to say.” 
“Yeah, that does sound like you.” 


“Maybe the world we built has grown old and rotten by your time. Perhaps it’s time to purge 
again, make way for another new world order. Nothing lasts forever, and that’s for the best, but I 
do hope that the world we strove to build lasts through your lifetime, or at least provides a 
foundation strong enough that some of it can be carried on into the new era, a solid base on which 
to build even if all of the intricate details we put into place are stripped away and somebody else’s 
architecture layered over all. 


““T hope you will live in a time of prosperity, not rot. I hope you will not know war. I fought 
through three. I fought in the the MLA war twice (that’s a story that nobody needs to hear) and the 
PLF war once (god willing that war will never come to pass in this world). I was a general in the 
MLA war, a spy and assassin in the PLF war. I’ve fought enough for three lifetimes, so I think it’s 
only fair that you should be allowed to know only peace. 


“Three wars was three too many. There are people and places I miss from my world, but the world 
itself probably deserved to be remade. It was a grim place, too many wicked men and women 
getting their way decade after decade. Too much prejudice. Too much violence. Too much 
destruction. Too many people thinking all of those things were good. Too many people glorifying 
depravity. I don’t regret any of the things I have done. I don’t regret any of the things I tried to 
change, although there were times when my attempts to make things right only made everything 
worse. That’s just how it is sometimes. You can’t let the fear of failure keep you from trying. If 
you only take one lesson from this letter, take that one. It took me many long, hard mistakes to 
learn it. 


““T knew within a year of my journey to the past that I wanted to write you this letter, although it 
took me a long time to really put into words why. Part of it is lonesomeness, longing for connection 
to the places and people that I can never have again. By writing these words to you, I feel as if Iam 
finally claiming closure, finally laying to rest the pieces of me that never came to terms with my 


decision, the parts of me that wanted to face the fire of the PLF War and take my chances to die or 
live in my own time. Part of it is that I would feel as if I were unfairly deceiving you if I did not 
attempt to explain myself, who I am, what I did. You deserve to know who you might have been. 
Part of it is a selfish desire to be remembered by the closest thing to blood family that I will ever 
have in this timeline. The last motivation may be the strongest in fact. I hope you won’t think too 
poorly of me for it, and I hope that this letter doesn’t cause you any distress. I see how it could, 
depending on the opinion that you hold of the MLA, but rest assured that Iam not you. You do not 
need to feel any sense of connection to me unless you want to. My achievements, failures, and sins 
are my own. 


““T do hope that this letter won’t upset you. I think that I would have been fascinated to receive a 
time capsule from an alternate universe, time-traveling version of myself.’ Yeah. Yeah... 
fascination is definitely something that I’m feeling right now.” 


“That looks more like shock than fascination, ‘Zuku.” 
“T can feel more than one thing at a time.” 
“You believe it’s real now, don’t you?” 


“Yeah. I can... I can tell this is me. Older, more mature, more... scarred I guess but yeah. This is 
me. Talking to me. From across time and universes and oh my god I’m an MLA general how can 
this possibly I don’t even know what is this I--” 


“Calm down.” Katsuki squeezed his shoulder. “Like he said, it’s not you. You don’t have to feel 
anything like it was you.” 


“Right... right. I just... it could have been me, right?” 


“Any of us could’ve been anything if things had turned out a certain way,” Katsuki shrugged. 
Inelegantly as it had been said, the sentiment was comforting. 


“Okay, okay. It’s almost over. Almost the end. ‘I got married not too long ago. You probably know 
about that, or can look it up in a book, given that there were only two grand romances among the 
MLA generals.’ Oh my god I didn’t even think about that. Do I have another... not family, 
lineage?” 


Katsuki’s eyes flew wide. “Holy shit I don’t know. Did Fossa have kids? Adopted kids?” 


““T thought you should have some of the wedding photos, and a few snapshots of the rest of my 
MLA friends doing decidedly undignified things that the history books probably don’t show.’” 


“Apparently Destro can’t cook,” Katsuki said, flipping gingerly through the photos. 


““Here’s my new house. I’m going to see if I can arrange for you to inherit it. Don’t worry about 
that just yet. If I pull it off, lawyers will be in touch in a few years.’ Wow... that’s... what country 
is that in?” 


“Not sure that’s in a country proper at all. It might be in Black Forest. How does owning property 
in Black Forest even work?” 


“Tt can’t be in Black Forest. It looks like this was written right after the end of the war and the 
Black Forest Project hadn’t even started then, had it?” 


“T... should have paid more attention in class today.” Katsuki gingerly flipped to the next photo. 


“Huh. The MLA generals all went to a rock concert? Wait, that’s--argh, so unfair! I love that band 
and you--other you--got to see them live!” 


“It’s not like I remember!” 

“Tt’s the principal of the thing!” 

“Kacchan! That doesn’t even make sense!” 
“Just finish the letter.” 


““T wish I could have known you, seen the kind of world you grew up in, but I will be satisfied with 
living in my own world. There's plenty to distract me from the curiosity. There is much left to do. I 
imagine I will be very busy for the next few decades at least.’ 


“*You are an exceptional person, Midoriya Izuku, capable of incredible things when you put your 
mind to it. Never let anyone tell you otherwise. Don’t let anybody or anything, not even this letter, 
hold you back, or put undue pressure upon you. I hope, beyond all else, that your life is so happy 
and peaceful that there is no need in it for people like me. Speaking from the past and wishing you 
all the best in your future, Fossa of the MLA. P.S. I have a second hand quirk that lets me seal 
living things in suspended animation in glass (it’s a long story; somebody blackmailed a version of 
All For One into giving it to me so that the Soulstealer wouldn’t be able to abuse it anymore). I put 
together this little diorama of my house for you, complete with trees. For the record there are no 
animals sealed in, just plants, so no need to worry about that.’” 


Katsuki and Izuku sat in silence, staring at the paper as Izuku set it down oh so carefully. Izuku 
picked up the snowglobe, inspecting the trapped trees and flowers and the tiny model house they 
surrounded. This must have taken ages to put together, regardless of the quirk’s power. 


“Wow,” Katsuki said after a time. 
“You can say that again.” 
“Wow.” 

“Seriously?” 

“Yeah.” 


Izuku picked the paper up and began to read the letter over again. “I have no idea how to process 
this. I don’t even know if I should tell my mom and dad, I mean... do you think it would upset 
them?” 


“Do you really want to keep something like this secret from your parents?” 
“Not really but... if it were you that got something like this out of the blue?” 
“T gotta’ admit, I’m feeling really glad that I’m not you right now.” 

Izuku flicked the blonde on the shoulder. “You’re not helping.” 


There was a whole other version of him from another universe who had died before his parents 
were born. How was he supposed to process this? “I always thought Fossa was kind of cool,” 
Katsuki continued, “totally badass, you know? Remember him in that documentary? Fought 
quirkless but constantly wrecked people with really strong quirks, great with strategy, too. I 


suppose it’s a lot to live up to.” 
“Yeah, but he also... I mean he killed so many people.” 


“And you haven’t and you won’t have to. Come on, “Zuku. I can see your head running in circles. 
Take a break. We’ve got snacks to finish. This mess’Il still be here when we’re through.” 


“Yeah... yeah alright. I don’t have to figure everything out right now.” He set the snowglobe down 
gingerly after casting one more glace upon the tiny trees swept decades through time by a quirk 
that both was and wasn’t Izuku’s. 


Chapter End Notes 


This was just written in about an hour because I suddenly wanted to see this scene and 
none of the stuff that I wanted to read this afternoon had updated yet so I was bored. 
It's a bit of an odd little scene but I figured some people might enjoy it so here you are. 


Friend and Traitor 


Chapter Summary 


A Tokyo detective explains some things to an unusual visitor. 


Chapter Notes 


Mandatory Disclaimer: I do not own BNHA. Please do not repost this work. 
This chapter contains spoilers up to chapter 85 of Switchblade (Diverging Diamond). 


Hello again. I am back somewhat, sort of. Life has become unbelievably crazy for me 
unbelievably quickly. I wish I could tell you some of the absolutely insane stories I've 
acquired during the last week, but it would be too easy to figure out where I live if I 
shared any of them (it's a real pity--some of them are amazing). I am also, as a few 
commenters on the last chapter of Switchblade guessed, more than a bit burned out 
after working on these stories for almost two years. I had great and noble intents to 
reply to all the comments on the last chapter of Switchblade... and then I realized I 
don't have the energy to make it happen right now, so this is my mass thank you, 
again, to everybody who read that whole behemoth and told me what they thought. 
You lot are great and make the writing so much more fun. 


Behold, a tale from the right hand path. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Katsuki spied through the door suspiciously. Police officers in Tokyo had to watch their backs 
sometimes, especially the heavy combat specialists. On one occasion an old nemesis had tracked 
him to his apartment and proceeded to utterly trash the place before Katsuki got back from work. 
He’d had to move. It had been very irritating... 


The woman standing in his hallway, rapping on his door, looked about his age, no obvious quirk... 
long hair, cut like she wanted to hide away beneath its shelter and keep the whole world at bay. 
She knocked again. 


Katsuki sighed. If she were going to attack him and wreck his apartment, it didn’t much matter 
whether he opened the door, did it? Might as well get it over with. 


“Hello,” she chewed on her lip nervously. “Are you... uh, Bakugou Katsuki?” 


“That would be me,” he agreed. Scars littered her hands and face... subtle ones, but plenty of them. 
A vet of the civil war? “And you are?” 


“Arashiro Haruka,” she looked away, as if he might recognize her name and hold it against her. 
Katsuki hadn’t the slightest idea who she might be, but the way she hid her eyes... ex-PLF, 
probably, and ashamed of it. What could she possibly want with him? “I... um... can we talk?” 


“You gonna’ try to hurt me?” he asked flatly, scrutinizing her face to judge her reaction. Shocked. 
Affronted. She was either a world-class actor or she meant him no harm. “I'll take that as a no. We 
can go downstairs to a cafe, or you can come inside. Your choice.” This wasn’t the first time 
somebody had come to his door looking for off the books help. 


“Td like to come in, please,” she rubbed her arm nervously. Lots of nervous ticks, this one. Not that 
he was one to talk... “I don’t want to... it shouldn’t be talked about in public.” 


“Alright, then,” Katsuki kept a close eye on her as he invited her in, as shoes were politely 
exchanged, as she took the offered seat on an armchair. 


He didn’t offer her a drink. She was probably too nervous to accept tea even if he provided it. “I 
wanted to find out who he was,” she blurted suddenly, zero context. Well. This was going to be 
interesting. “For ten years, I was so mad, ten years I never thought about him, or I pretended I 
didn’t,” there was a flash of longing in her eyes, like the look Kirishima wore when his friend’s 
thoughts turned to Ashido Mina--their classmate forever young and always lingering in the 
shadows of conversations. “Then... well, sometime in that decade I think I finally realized he was 
right and I was wrong. About everything,” she mumbled these last words into her draping sleeves. 


“Look, Arashiro... | have no damn idea what you’re talking about. If I’m supposed to--” 


“No. No, it’s so hard to start it, just out of the blue, even after everything...’ Katsuki waited as she 
took several deep breaths, trying to put her mind together. “I was in the PLF.” 


“T figured.” 

“What? How?” 

“You’re not hard to read.” 

She winced. “He read me like a book too...” 


“Arashiro,” Katsuki sighed, because this completely out of context rambling was getting 
ridiculous. 


“My best friend in PLF, we did basic together, went to the Citadel together,” an ex-Citadel guard? 
Wow, that was something. “He told us his name was Mihara Izuho.” Mihara... Izuho... No way. 
Katsuki’s mind was drawing connections where there were none to be had, a side effect of too 
many days in a stuffy office watching Yaoyorozu pin pictures onto bulletin boards and map out 
criminal conspiracies with meter after meter of string. “He was a spy. I didn’t find out until after he 
released some of the nomu at the Citadel... dozens of people died, including one of our squadmates 
and I confronted him--he had a quirk that could seal people into glass globes. After I caught him, 
he did that to me... I used to say he didn’t have the balls to kill me.” 


“No way,” Katsuki breathed. Could she be playing him somehow? How many people on the planet 
could possibly know about Izuku’s acquired quirk? Couldn’t be more than maybe twenty... 


“T woke up in the shattered husk of the Citadel basement. Shigaraki was dead. Everybody was 
saying Destro had been there, like, the original one... that he’d killed Shigaraki. Everyone said 
Mihara disappeared after the fight, crushed by the ceiling probably. Good riddance, I said, even 
though I didn’t mean it. He couldn’t kill me... and L...” 


She wiped a tear away. Katsuki watched her, slightly slack jawed, petrified by what he knew was 
coming. “He haunts me. I think about him all the time, wondering... and I decided I had to know. I 
had to know who he was, who my best friend really was, why he did what he did, why he had to 
die in the end... I went digging,” she admitted, “and eventually I found somebody who’d once 
gotten drunk with a changeling called False Flag right after the war. She said that there was an 
agent called Fossa spying on the Citadel and that he died in the end.” 


How many times had Katsuki toasted Izuku in a bar, guilt and sorrow pressing down on him like a 
smothering blanket? It was no surprirse that Flag, Izuku’s mentor and friend and... apparently the 
closest thing he must have had to a handler in the hell of the Citadel... would toast him, too. “Why 
would she never tell me though?” Katsuki hissed, although he could think of many reasons why 
Flag would keep her peace. If Izuku had somehow survived the raid on Angband, gone on to spy on 
the PLF, and then died months later as the war came to an end, well, for one thing the whole 
screwed up affair might still be classified. Or perhaps the story of Izuku’s true death was so 
overwhelmingly depressing that those in the know had unanimously decided to leave Katsuki’s 
best friend buried outside Angband rather than exhuming him before his friends and family only to 
crush him beneath the Citadel’s rubble. 


The phrase about sleeping dogs applied to the dead as well. 
“Midoriya Izuku,” Katsuki cut in. “That was his name.” 
“You did know him then?” she asked in a tiny voice. “Fossa?” 


Katsuki sighed. “You know what? I wasn’t going to offer you tea or anything ‘cause you seemed 
too nervous, but I’ve changed my mind. I’m too sober for this.” 


“It’s not good to depend on alcohol, my therapist says...” 


“T don’t depend on it, but I do like it to take the edge off. All things in moderation,” Katsuki told 
her, padding to the kitchen and fishing around for a bottle of amber liquid and two shot glasses. 
“Here.” Despite her initial hesitance, Arashiro accepted easily. 


Every time he thought he was over this he learned quickly enough that there was still some new 
direction to twist the knife. Katsuki grimaced as the empty pain lanced through his chest. He didn’t 
owe Arashiro anything. He could kick her out the door and perhaps she expected him to. They’d 
once been mortal enemies battling for dominion of the country, after all, but no, he wouldn’t do 
that. The war was well and truly over, both in Japan and in Katsuki’s heart. Two shots in silence 
later, Katsuki finally dredged up some explanation for... another of Izuku’s old companions. “The 
nerd and I were childhood friends. Classmates at UA in the hero program, back when that was a 
thing. I was gonna’ be frontline. He was going the undercover route.” 


“Yeah, I figured that last bit...” she whispered, shaking her head. “He put on faces like we put on 
shirts. He passed lie detectors, just straight up declared his innocence or loyalty and they... they 
couldn’t tell he was faking it. I just... who was he really?” 


It hurt just to speak his name, and yet not speaking his name... letting Izuku fade from memory... 
that was much worse. Arashio had searched for years to find Katsuki, to find answers to these 
gaping blank spaces in her past, and there was plenty she might offer him in return. “Well, there’s a 


hole with no bottom. He was a massive All Might fan when we were kids, always wanted to be All 
Might... he was born quirkless you know,” Arashiro’s eyes widened. “He got his quirk from All 
For One, non-consensually. That story’s too long to go into now, not that I really know much of it. 
I’m pretty sure False Flag knows exactly how that happened, but she’s not saying. Anyway, he was 
a sweetheart.” Arashiro raised an eyebrow. “A total sweetheart until... until that thing with All For 
One happened. We were in middle school, and he was never the same again. He was still a 
sweetheart but sometimes I’d look in his eyes and see a stone cold killer lurking there.” 


“T know what you mean,” Arashiro replied. “How could he be such a sweet guy and so 
unflinchingly cruel? I know how well he could fake things and yet, looking back, I think he really 
did love me, really cared about all of us. He was our friend and our betrayer. That must have... I 
can’t imagine how much that must have hurt. There were things that happened, things I had to see, 
that I look back and it makes me dizzy it’s so sick, and it must have been so much worse for him...” 


“T was told he died at the beginning of the war,” Katsuki cut in, “and it was my fault.” 
“Your...?” 


“T screwed something up at Gunga Mountain. I don’t--even now I don’t want to talk about it, not 
here,” not to somebody he barely knew. “But Izuku was supposedly killed in the PLF raid of the 
Angband prison complex. That was what they said, even after the war, and they must have known, 
but maybe it was better that I thought he died there, that I didn’t have to think of him spending his 
last few months hiding in the PLF, having to do all that horrible shit that spies get into.” 


“T’m glad he didn’t die at Angband,” Arashiro said after a moment of reflection. “I’m glad I knew 
him. I think he saved me in the end. The things he said to me... they’ ve stuck with me all these 
years. Made me think.” 


Izuku’s habit of thinking too much was contagious. Every conversation you had with him, you 
spent ten times the effort of the talking thinking over what had been said, trying to understand. 
“Nerd was good at that, after the thing with All For One, anyway, an old soul, had these pointed 
little barbs that got under your skin... I think about him all the time, and, yeah, it still hurts.” 


Arashiro sipped her third shot, gazing at her distorted reflection in the tiny glass. “I think I might 
have been in love with him.” 


“Oh.” 


“T didn’t realize at the time. He certainly didn’t know, and probably didn’t care for me like that, 
but...” 


“Fantasies about how things could have gone, how it might have been for them, always get away 
from us, don’t they? In our heads, all our dead friends have gone on to become the happiest, 
wealthiest, most successful people on earth.” 


Arashiro laughed sadly. ““They’re running for office.” 
“They’re running companies.” 

“They’re driving supercars.” 

“And flying planes.” 


“They’ve all won the lottery and got private boats and are sailing all over the world breaking sports 
records or winning Nobel Prizes or whatever.” 


“Toast to that.” They did. Arashiro stared at her empty glass, turning it around and around in her 
hands. 


“T didn’t really expect you to let me in,” she said at last, “let alone really talk to me.” 


“T’m_ a bit lonely these days maybe,” Katsuki sighed. “Never stopped missing him, or the others... 
but especially “Zuku. He was special. World’s worse off without him.” 


“T miss him, too. I know I didn’t know him that long--” 


“Tell me about him,” Katsuki demanded. ‘How it was in the PLF, not the bad--there must be some 
good things, right?” He didn’t want to hear about his friend suffering. He wanted only the 
fantasies, the hidden jewels in the long night. 


A tiny smile inched across Arashiro’s face. “Yeah, good things. There were... Yeah. I can do that. 
If you’ll do the same.” 


“Fair’s fair. ‘Course I will.” 


It was the good kind of pain, the pain of remembering beautiful times that would not come again. 
For all that it hurt to visit the memories, he would not trade them for a world of painkillers. 


Chapter End Notes 


I think it's clear from context, but this is a future scene resulting from Izuku's decision 
to return to the past with Destro, except this is the other timeline that is formed as a 
result, the timeline where Izuku never came back from the Citadel and is presumed 
dead. 


Happy Thanksgiving to those who celebrate it. 
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UA hosts a ten year reunion. 
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Life never took quite the turns he expected. “Train your fire, Shouto. Go to UA, Shouto...” It 
seemed he was destined to be dragged along in his father’s wake, never quite knowing how to fight 
free from the trawling net, or if he wanted to free himself at all. He dreaded UA quietly for years 
and then he finally arrived, prepared to resent each and every moment... and met Midoriya and got 
ideas. He ripped free from his father’s constricting trap and found himself in a boundless ocean of 
opportunities. He could be anything he wanted. If his father couldn’t stop him from dying his hair 
or piercing his ears or even from going to class with a bag on his head, how much control of 
Shouto’s life could Endeavour possibly extend? Shouto had found a new path, a new destination in 
life... and then the War came. 


For a while it didn’t matter where he wanted to go, what he wanted to do, because there was only 
one option: get his back against the wall and fight with everything he had to save the tattered 
remains of his family and the dwindling forces of UA and the greater Chain in general. The War 
grew and festered in his mind until it consumed the whole ocean of possibility he had once dived 
through. 


And then the War was over as suddenly as it had begun and the ocean of possibilities reappeared 
ready for the taking, except now Shouto floundered. He didn’t have a destination in mind, not 
anymore. The hero industry as a whole was so fundamentally restructured as a result of the War 
that the job Shouto had trained for didn’t really exist anymore and the things that replaced that 
job... well, they weren’t for him. 


Plenty of his classmates had felt the same way, but not all of them. Many had since fallen out of 
touch. Shouto had been waiting eagerly for class A and B’s ten year reunion, crossing days of the 
calendar for months and finally, finally, it was here. 


“So, Shouto,” Yaoyorozu sidled up to him with a lopsided grin on her scarred and tattooed face, “I 
saw this video on the Tokyo Zoo’s website...” 


“The one of me being pushed over and mobbed by dozens upon dozens of soggy, squeaking 
penguins while the other keeper dies laughing?” 


“That’s the one.” A sly grin curled up to her warm eyes. “How often does that happen?” 


“There’s a sign in front of their habitat,” Shouto began, “Which reads ‘We have not knocked over 
and jumped on our keeper in X days.’ I don’t believe that “X’ has ever reached a number higher 
than fourteen.” 


Yaoyorozu cackled. In that dapper black dress, with long gloves, high boots and hair twirled into a 
bun, she looked less like a special forces commander and more like a model for a sports car 
company. He couldn’t remember the last time she seemed so tame. Usually she oozed danger into 
the air like a cracked reactor bleeding radiation. Shouto had a few friends with similar auras. 
Something like half of class A still worked in an old-heroics-adjacent industry, meaning they were 
military personnel, police officers, security guards, or private investigators. Others had fallen into 
industries ranging from construction to film. And then there was Shouto, who went to work every 
day pretending to dread the bizarre antics of the hundreds of animals he attended. There was still an 
empty place in his chest, a wound from the war that had never really healed. For whatever reason, 
large quantities of mischievous penguins would make the ache go away for a while. 


“Oh, wow,” Yaoyorozu sipped her wine with an unseemly slurp to hide the rest of her reaction. 
“What? Oh. Oh my...” 


Midoriya Izuku had dropped off the radar at the end of the War. Todoroki occasionally exchanged 
emails with the old spy, but he’d not seen or talked to him in years. Even Bakugou didn’t seem to 
know what his old friend was up to. 


“Wow. It should be illegal to have shoulders that wide, kero,” Tsu hummed, appearing at 
Todoroki’s left and deftly handing him a glass of bubbly liquid. 


“T didn’t expect him to be that fall,” Yaoyorozu muttered. Midoriya’s hair had only grown longer 
and thicker over the past decade, the strands straightening under their own weight until they 
cascaded down his back in a wavy, emerald waterfall. His chiseled-from-marble features were even 
sharper than Shouto remembered. 


“Yeah,” Bakugou appeared like a ghost stepping through a wall. As a private eye, it paid to be 
quiet. “Hey, Shouto. Saw you got mobbed by penguins again.” 


Tsu snorted. Shouto ignored her, watching Midoriya greet Ojiro with a crushing hug. “So... ’'m not 
gay,” what the hell was Shouto saying? 


“And I’m not straight,” Yaoyorozu put in. 


“But do you know if he’s got a significant other, Bakugou?” Yaoyorozu nodded along as Shouto 
spoke, seconding every word. 


“No idea,” Katsuki shook his head. “Id... well, he could clearly have one. Or multiple if he 
wanted, and I suppose there was some hint that he might be having a fling with another Isomorph 
conductor but I wasn’t quite sure.” 


“He’s an Isomorph conductor?” Yaoyorozu hissed under her breath. In her line of work, she likely 
ran into Isomorph agents with some frequency, and likely not always on friendly terms. 


“Yeah, not exactly a secret but don’t go spreading it to everybody, ‘kay?” 
“Of course not, kero,” Tsu replied. 


Midoriya spotted Bakugou and strode purposefully across the room, eating up the marble tiles with 
his long legs. “Kacchan!” he greeted, grabbing the blonde and lifting him into the air because he 
was just that built. 


“Hey,” Bakugou shook an accusatory finger and Midoriya set him down with a giggle. 


“T’ve always wanted to do that. Hey, Shouto, Yaoyorozu, Tsu. How are things with the penguins, 
Shouto?” 


“Seriously? Has everyone seen that?” 
“Tt’s trending,” Midoriya told him wryly. “The internet thinks you’re adorable.” 


“Do you think I’m adorable?” Shouto asked before his brain caught up with his mouth. A mortified 
blush flooded his cheeks moments later and he attempted valiantly to drown himself in his wine 
glass. 


Midoriya burst out laughing. “I suppose so.” He hummed to himself, carefully considering his next 
words. “Everybody seems well,” he decided at last. “It was hard to tell. I’m bad at keeping in touch 
for... obvious reasons.” 


“There were... some people who weren’t doing so well until recently,” Yaoyorozu said delicately, 
“but everyone is better now. We take care of each other.” 


“Good,” Midoriya smiled sadly. “For some people the war never really ended. I didn’t want that 
for any of you.” 


“Did it end for you?” Yaoyorozu raised an eyebrow. 
“Oh yes,” the Isomorph agent laughed again. Such a pretty voice... “I never had that problem.” 
“Seems like you went and found a new war to fight.” 


Midoriya raised an eyebrow. “Pot meet kettle, but that’s not the point, is it? We’re all looking for 
something fulfilling to do with our lives, aren’t we, lieutenant colonel?” Yaoyorozu glared at him 
for the use of her title, or more likely because Midoriya shouldn’t know her title at all. Bakugou, 
Tsu, and Shouto exchanged awkward glances, not quite sure whether they should try to sneak out 
of this conversation. “You defend your country, I smash human traffickers into pancakes, Shouto 
braves the penguins.” 


“Enough with the penguins,” Shouto muttered to himself. “I take care of the polar bears and the 
caribou and so many other animals, but nobody will ever let me live down the penguins.” Tsu gave 
him a sympathetic pat. 


Yaoyorozu folded her arms and let her eyes narrow, the pose of a lethally powerful woman 
begrudgingly conceding a point. 


“Why don’t we stop arguing about people’s careers and do what we’re really meant to at these 
kinds of parties,” Bakugou broke in at last. 


“And that is, kero?” 
“Gossip,” Bakugou rolled his eyes heavenward as if this were painfully obvious. 
“About, kero?” 


“Well, people’s love lives is a popular topic. You’ll never guess who I saw sneaking out of Neito’s 
house last Monday...” 


A true private eye indeed. 


Chapter End Notes 


I need the fluff right now, I really do. I'm involved in some high-stakes real life drama 
that has the potential to have... potential impacts (good or bad) far beyond just us, 
perhaps over the whole state or country. I'm risk averse, as it turns out, far more so 
than most of my peers, so they want to call the enemy's bluff and I want to fold and 
take what we've got. I'm vastly overruled and it's pretty stressful and man, I cannot 
imagine how much worse it must be for the people at the epicenter of the chaos. 
Hopefully this will all be over soon. 


So, fluff is needed. I also just really wanted the imagine in my head of Todoroki 
Shouto covered in penguins. 
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A predator of many years becomes prey to someone eerily familiar. 


Chapter Notes 


Mandatory Disclaimer: I do not own BNHA. Please do not repost this work. 


WARNING: this chapter includes violence that probably exceeds canon typical in 
places. Suicidal thoughts are discussed but not in significant detail. 


This chapter contains spoilers up to and including chapter 76 of "Switchblade." 


This is weird. I'm not sure why, exactly, this is so weird but weird it is. 

I didn't feel any writing inspiration for weeks and then suddenly I woke up and 
thought, "hm. But what would this chapter be like from the perspective of the other 
participant in this fight?" Happy holidays and enjoy this obscenely unreliable 
narration. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


It had been too far for even her clever eyes to spot any details of the face, but she’d seen the 
uniform. It had been one of their own that made the shot. A traitor. Someone in a PLF uniform 
shooting other PLF snipers. She’d had suspicions before that something like this might be going 
on, but she’d never seen concrete evidence. 


They wouldn’t get away with it. This was the building they’d used as a nest, an unfinished husk of 
a construction site, reaching up to the sky like a dark monument mocking the pitiful achievement of 
humankind. Bandomia was really falling to pieces even before the war started. 


When the PLF was fully in charge, they’d see about fixing this urban blight. Heaven knew the 
HPSC and the rest of its corrupted governmental bloat had never seemed to care, so it wasn’t as if 
the PLF could do worse than its predecessor... first, though, the problem at hand. Stay focused. 


Floor after floor, Lady Nagant moved up the stairs on the balls of her feet. A stray nail clattered 
down the unfinished steps behind her. How careless. She had really let her stealth training go in. 
Whatever. She was plenty quiet, and it wasn’t as if she were confined to the shadows anymore, so 
it didn’t matter much. Still, a refresher course might not go amiss... 


She turned a corner and emerged into a dusty, open floor, not a single interior wall assembled yet. 
The place was filthy with leaves and dust, overflowing with construction detritus from nails to 
packing foam to rebar and two-by-fours. What a mess--ah. There was the little bastard. 


He was one of Sone’s kids, the excitable, pretty one with the green hair. He was surprisingly good 
in hand to hand, wasn’t he? She’d seen him wiping the floor with an MP during training once. 
She’d never have pegged him as a spy, though, but he wouldn’t be a good spy if he were easy to 
spot. 


“Major?” the corporal blinked at him in surprise, the perfect picture of confused innocence. He had 
good eyes for it, puppy dog eyes. That wouldn’t work on Nagant. 


“So it was you all along,” she fixed him in her sights and he dropped his own rifle promptly. 
The confusion on his face didn’t seem feigned. “Major? What?” 


Yeah. Sure. It was a nice act, but Nagant had seen better. The HPSC was full of snakes like this. 
“Don’t screw with me, kid. I’m the best sniper this half of the globe. I saw someone in our uniform 
shoot one of our own from here,” she gestured to the upper floor from whence the traitor had come. 
“And I know you’re the only one here, and you’re running.” Well, there could be someone else in 
this building. Someone could have slipped past Nagant with a stealth quirk or jumped off the roof 
or just hidden behind a half assembled wall somewhere, but it wasn’t likely. “Fleeing, guiltily.” 


The confusion on his face crumpled into devastation and tears budded in his eyes. He looked like a 
kicked puppy. God, how old was this kid? “I’m not--it wasn’t on purpose,” he hiccuped a sob. “I 
screwed up! I was aiming for the Chain but the shot was too hard and I missed and I killed one of 
ours and I can’t believe it,” there wasn’t the slightest hint that any word was anything but sincere, 
but again, she’d met too many snakes. “And I was... I was going to report it! I--just didn’t want 
everyone to know.” The green kid hung his head in shame, a tear running off his cheek. Seriously, 
how could someone this fragile make it as a soldier? He had to be faking this, right? There was no 
way he could have survived this long with such a soft heart. 


But... if Nagant had accidentally shot another PLF soldier... well, she certainly wouldn’t sob but 
the emotion was kind of understandable, maybe. Whatever. It didn’t matter, did it? That’s what 
The Reader and his ilk were for. “Pathetic. I almost believe you, but we’ll let the truth quirks sort it 
out.” She grabbed the ridiculous, green hair, took out her frustrations with a tug and a sharp jab 
between the shoulder blades, and marched her prisoner towards the stairs. 


She’d shove him at the MPs and they’d find out whether he was a traitor or an incompetent waste 
of equipment. The PLF needed ditch diggers, too. There were plenty of people who ought not be 
trusted with a rifle and plenty of alternative uses for them. 


Red hot fire ripped through her stomach and Nagant shrieked, stepping back instinctively--a solid 
kick to the legs nearly brought her to the floor. Snake! Little fork-tongued bastard! He’d stabbed 
her in the back--well, the front technically but it was the same thing! Ooh, he was in for it now, 
daring to play with her like that! Making her waste a teaspoon of pity on him! 


“You little bastard!” Her own knife flew to her hand. “Almost had me fooled! Filthy little demon!” 


The pathetic kid act vanished like a fox diving head first into his hole. Small, delicate, fast, strong. 
He dodged instinctually, a knife fighter on par with any Krypteia agent. This was no opportunistic 
saboteur, nothing like Camie. This was a professional. Someone with training, possibly the same 
training as Nagant herself, an HPSC pet who hadn’t dared to bite the hand that fed, that hadn’t 
been betrayed and left to rot, that hadn’t seen the truth of their enslavement, that hadn’t the bravery 
to rebel and change the status quo. 


She charged, pushing her opponent back, but the little fiend led her in a circle, somehow failing to 
fall through the holes in the floor or trip on any wayward construction supplies. “You think you 


can wait me out?” Nagant did not have the patience for this game. The battle was going on without 
her. Enough time had already been wasted. 


She leapt forward, knife out for his throat--and the blade plunged through the snake’s hastily 
raised wrist, straight between the bones. Ooh, that had to hurt! Served him right, fair turnabout for 
the aching wound he’d carved in her. 


The green kid’s face twisted up in pain and Nagant made no attempt to keep her grin from 
spreading from ear to ear. This might be fun, worth the wasted time after all. 


Her opponent twirled away, moving with the eerie liquid elegance of a river as he twisted his arm 
in an arch, wrenching the blade from her fingers as Nagant reeled back in shock. That had to be 
incomprehensibly painful. The snake moved as if running on autopilot, as if he didn’t feel it at all. 
Who was this kid? Even Hawks back in the day--may he rest in peace--couldn’t have pulled that 
move. 


Before her backup knife was steady in her grasp, her enemy’s right hand blade flew at her, slashing 
yet another cut in her and then the insane bastard pulled the knife out of his wrist like it was 
nothing. “Who the hell are you?” 


She should just shoot him. It would be better if there was someone for the truth quirks to 
interrogate, but this kid wascrazy and dangerous, too dangerous to bring in alive. 


The kid lunged for her, a rabid snarl on his face, eyes gleaming with radioactive conviction. She’d 
seen this type before. They could bring themselves to do anything, no matter how painful or 
unethical. Logical argument was no defense against their reckless ideals. No amount of sense could 
convince them to change their minds. They were the devoted, the obsessed. Yeah, there was no 
way she was bringing this one in alive. There was no way he would /et her. God, how long had this 
snake in rabbit’s clothing lurked in their midst? How many had he killed? How much had he 
stolen? How much damage had been caused already? 


Blood spattered from their wounds as they slashed at each other, moving back and forth across the 
treacherous floor almost as if they were dance partners. The kid might be crazy but he was young 
and small. She had a reach advantage, a strength advantage, too, and better equipment. Yeah, he 
might be crazy but that wouldn’t save him. The smirk that had fallen from her face crawled back 
into place. 


The snake was smart; he knew he was doomed, his expression turning colder, calculating. 
What a reckless strike--a feint. He was down on the floor what was--oh damn. 


There was no moment to think, no moment to move to defend herself before the enemy swung the 
rebar at her, sending Nagant reeling back as the pain of a broken, bleeding jaw struggled to register 
through the shock. Some incoherent cry of pain gasped its way out of her throat. Where was her-- 


“That’s for that poor kid at Hosu!”” What poor kid? What was he talking abo-- 
She couldn’t breathe, the eruption of pain in her throat sending her to her knees. 
“That’s for Utsushimi Camie!” Filthy nest of traitorous snakes, all banding together to-- 


She couldn’t find her balance, couldn’t register where her limbs lay as she groped for something to 
defend herself with. The world tilted. She sprawled out on her back. 


Huh. She’d lost...? No. She couldn’t lose, not like this. That didn’t even... she hadn’t just lost, had 


she? 


This scrawny little kid with the crocodile tears and the mad dog snarl... she didn’t even know his 
name, not even his fake name... He couldn’t be the one-- 


“This is for everything else!” She’d seen a movie once where the hero screamed that while 
throwing the villain off a bridge. But here it was the other way around, the villain screaming it-- 
she couldn’t die here. That wasn’t how it was supposed to end. She wasn’t the bad guy, no, he was 
the bad guy. It couldn’t end like this. It wasn’t fair! 


Kaina had come so far. She’d changed. She’d tried to repent, to make up for everything the HPSC 
had her do, to tear them down so they could start an-- 


She’d nearly managed to get a hand under her before the next blow landed and sent her reeling, 
another bolt of pain ripping through her nerves. Come on. She had to--had to--it couldn’t end like 
this. 


“Who’s helpless now? Who’s forced to watch you murder teenage prisoners now?” Hosu... that 
was what he meant... but it wasn’t like that. It had to be done. The Chain were the enemy. They 
had to be dealt with. Someone had to do it. 


How could he be so foolish? So much like she’d once been... a pet believing the ends would justify 
the means... maybe, maybe he’d wake up, realize... maybe he’d remember her, remember what he 
had done and understand some day. 


She stared at the ceiling, gasping for each breath through the screeching pain of broken ribs. 


He stood above her, looking down like a spirit of heaven judging a human dragged before his 
gates. There was no hint of rage left in those eyes, nothing at all. Empty and cold as the devil and 
the deep blue sea... 


The knife in his hand dripped. They had both lost blood to that blade. 


She’d been him, been the one looking down. That had been her how many times? But now he had 
become the predator and she had become the prey. 


It was like a mirror trapped in time, and here she was gazing into the eyes of Nagant a dozen years 
in the past, the eyes of a dispassionate predator sent to kill on a commander’s whim. 


There were times in prison when the memories of her work haunted her, when the emotions broke 
through her carefully constructed walls, beautifully phrased euphemisms, expertly crafted 
justifications, times when it all fell apart and Kaina wondered if suicide might be the only 
honorable escape for a soul as dirty as her. 


But then she’d found the PLF and thought she could make up for everything... and here came 
death by her own reflection. 


Kaina stared into his eyes--her eyes?--and the closer she looked the more reality twisted, delirium 
consuming the scene. 


Voices locked within her hidden memories whispered curses and screamed in pain. Others cried 
out for mercy, begging the nameless predator Nagant had been to spare their lives. 


The brick walls of Hosu’s shipping district rose about her in a sooty maze, the city’s lights 
reflecting on a low cloud layer. Shadowy figures fled, shrieking in terror. Puddles splashed up 


about the pursuer’s fitted boots. A final cry of fear--steel ripped through muscle with a decisive 
hiss. Dark water in the gutter darkened further, tinted in scarlet. Panting as a body collapsed against 
a rough wall-- 


Predator and prey--Kaina watched Nagant stalk nearer, merciless in dispassion, the very blade 
she’d used here a decade ago brought to bear on her own throat this time. 


So much was lost in the sum of all these things that should never have been. They slipped through 
her fingers and cold steel met her throat-- 


Chapter End Notes 


Hooray! Most of the complexities in my life have resolved themselves in the best way 
I could possibly have asked for. I am still tired, however, but I don't have much excuse 
for it anymore, especially after more than a week of vacation. 

Happy holidays everyone. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


